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brain. He turned his eyes from the light and deliberated
for a few minutes* "I think I've a plan," he then
remarked.

" Let me hear it," the Maharaja commanded.

" Why not entice Jones up here on some pretext ? I
could rearrange the white boundary stones at a dangerous
curve in the Samp, so that the car would be driven over

" That's an excellent idea, but what pretext could we
employ ? "
" I suggest, Your Highness, that if you were to send
Jones a private letter in your own handwriting, he might
be induced to come to the palace to-night. You could
say that you're feeling very ill after the shock of your
wife's death and need his attention."
" I don't think much of that suggestion/' returned
the Maharaja. " Jones isn't quite a fool. Hamid's
quite incapable of invention, and I believe every word of
his tale. Jones, therefore, knows that when you poi-
soned the Maharani, you were acting under my orders.
Probably Jones has missed his chauffeur by now, and
knows that we know that he knows everything."
Durrant acquiesced in the Raja's reasoning.
" Since it's clear," pursued the Raja, " that no bait's
likely to lure the doctor to the palace to-night, we must
consider how to induce him to motor in this direction.
Your proposed motor-car accident is much better than my l
first idea of a pretended dacoity, for that'd involve much
bloodshed, also the admission of the police into our
secrets. Let's see what all the conditions are." The
Prince put on his tortoiseshell-rimmed spectacles, and
took up a pencil. He made notes as he continued,
" The doctor knows that we know thathe knows how the
Maharani died. Olga Petermann's with the doctor."
The ruler paused to reflect* After a few seconds'
silence he resumed* "I think we may assume that
1 Precipice.